CHAPTER 197 


November 10, 2011 


“Alright, so what stupid riddle do we have to solve today?” 


It was after school on a Thursday when Naoto had requested Justin’s presence at 
the shopping district. Why the shopping district and not the usual spot, Justin didn’t 
know. Not that he minded, it gave him an opportunity to get a drink; and he figured 
so long as he had something else to keep him pre-occupied, he wouldn’t have to 
listen to Naoto’s inane babbling. Just once he’d like her to just say something 
straight out instead of reading off every word she could find in her handy dandy 
thesaurus. Of course, he also would like nothing to do with Naoto in the first place, 
but we can’t always get what we want can we. To be quite honest, Justin’s desire to 
stay away from Naoto had more or less intensified since yesterday. He couldn’t 
believe she had the audacity to ask him to talk about himself as a person to her. 
Hell she even acknowledged she was aware Justin hated her guts; so why would she 
even bother asking that of him. He just didn’t get it; she didn’t care about what he 
was like as a person before this damn case; she didn’t care about who Maya was 
like aS a person either. Yet for some reason, because they just happened to have 
their paths entangled in this damn case... now she cared. Why? Because she was 
involved too? You don’t get the privilege of knowing what Justin was like as a person 
unless you really wanted to know him on a person to person level; not because your 
job needed it. Justin was just very confused right now, if not a little bit angry. 


“| have learned that in recent days, a suspicious man has been spotted around the 
shopping district. He isn't a local, and his appearance doesn't mark him as a tourist 
or a shopper.” Naoto explained as they paced around. Justin had purchased a soda, 
though she had opted out of purchasing any concession while they were on the 
case. They weren’t her to just snack after all; and she couldn’t imagine caffeine 
helping her keep a calm frame of mind. She’d scold Justin for not keeping the 
investigation in mind when he had insisted on purchasing sweets and carbonated 
drinks, but alas, she knew better. Besides, what he decided to eat and what he 
decided to drink was his own business; she had no say on the matter and she 
wouldn’t pretend she did. Regardless of drinks and concessions, however, Justin 
seemed genuinely interested as Naoto recapped her findings. 


“You think it’s our guy?” Justin questioned. It seemed kind of odd that someone who 
wasn’t here for tourism was snooping around. Maybe the guy just moved there or 
stayed to himself. It was also entirely possible he was foreign, Justin supposed; after 
all, if he wasn’t Asian, than his appearances certainly would make him stand out. 
Maya got quite a bit of funny looks when she first moved here thanks to her non- 
oriental features, but people eventually got used to seeing her around the shrine. 
Strangely, Justin never really had to deal with that; or if he did, he was completely 


unaware of it. Perhaps it was because he made it very clear he was from America 
on a couple of occasions when he first showed up. Maya didn’t really talk about San 
Diego at all, so | think it took people a little longer to realize she wasn’t really from 
around here. Naoto nodded her head ever so slightly with confirmation. 


“| talked to the owner of Shiroku Store, and she said that she saw the man only a 
few hours ago. She confirmed it was the same man who bought the cards... If that's 
true, then he's likely looking for his next hiding place for one of the stolen items. We 
may be able to catch him in the act.” Naoto smirked slightly, pleased in her ability 
foresee their culprit’s next move. It was only a theory after all, but from what she 
had been able to gather, she was very confident in her hypothesis; and if she was 
right that meant they could put an end to these games right here and now. Which 
was great for a number of reasons: one, the honor of the Shirogane family name 
would be kept entirely intact wit this crime finally solved. Secondly... well... this 
little business partnership with Justin would be coming to an end. She tried to get 
along with him, to get to know him as a person, but it was becoming increasingly 
clear he had no intention of letting that happen. And if he wanted to fight her 
attempts at extending some kind of friendship to him... well... there was nothing 
more she could do. 


“Catching him in the act’s great if we want to convict him, but I’d settle for just 
some answers.” Justin remarked before taking another chug of his can of cola, 
tossing the empty beverage container over his shoulder once he was finished. 
Naoto gave him a dirty look as she paused to pick up his trash and put it in the 
proper recycling bin. This is part of the reason they were never going to be able to 
get along; Justin thought he could just break whatever laws he pleased. Littering, 
possession of an illegal firearm, vigilantism: nothing was off limits to him. It was a 
wonder Naoto had been able to restrain herself from putting him in cuffs. 


“If my deductions are correct, there are two things remaining that the Phantom 
Thief has stolen. And if so, I'm quite certain that he's going to hide that one. 
Perhaps he is... Anyway, where in this area could he hide something unnoticed...?” 
Naoto mused to herself once she was able to catch up to Justin again, since he 
didn’t even have the decency to stop for her when she had to discard of her trash. 
She did bring up a valid point though; they knew he was in the process of hiding 
something else, but they didn’t know what, and they didn’t know where. If he was 
following the pattern, he’d be hiding something that belonged to Justin, but it was 
hard to say for certain. All they knew was he was somewhere in the shopping 
district... 


“...Per...haps the shrine? There are a lot of bushes and stuff there.” 


“Indeed. Shall we?” 


“Dear Baby Jesus. Hey. How’s it going. Sucks how you got crucified and all that 
white noise.” 


Justin and Naoto had made their way to the shrine, where Justin, as usual, was 
making a complete ass out of himself by making mock prayers to a faith this shrine 
wasn’t even dedicated to. If Naoto wasn’t so focused on the task at hand, she 
probably would have just walked off and ignored Justin being a complete douchebag 
as usual. She couldn’t even tell whether he was being serious or not; from what she 
was able to gather, both Justin and Maya were Christian, though she did have to 
wonder if Justin was serious about that or if he was secretly an atheist. At the very 
least he must be agnostic, right? Naoto sighed and shook her head a bit before 
turning her attention back to the road ahead... and by extension to the man up 
ahead. He was wearing a black suit and his hair was graying over. It was hard to tell 
what was in his hand, but it looked like it was long enough to swing at a person; 
which was pretty much all Naoto needed to know to determine what he was 
probably trying to hide. 


“You're...” Naoto remarked with slight shock. She didn’t know who this guy was, but 
the way he dressed wasn’t exactly standard attire, and he definitely had something 
that belonged to her. A fake plastic knife to be precise; one that doubled as a radio. 
Justin needed to remind himself later to ask what in God’s name made her think 
that making a radio shaped like a knife was a good idea. Alas, that wasn’t exactly 
on the top of his mind right now. For you see, while Naoto hadn’t recognized the 
now very surprised man trying to hide her possessions, Justin was. His jaw was 
Slightly a gap with shock for what seemed like a dozen different reasons. 


“Naoto... Your grandfather is full of shit.” Justin remarked, eyes not making there 
way away from the suspect for even a brief second. Naoto was a little caught off 
guard at first, though that immediately shifted to one of great offense. It was one 
thing to be an asshole, it was another to not like her or even give her a chance 
when she tried to like him; but the moment he started insulting her only family on 
what seemed like no basis at all... that was where she drew the line. She glared at 
Justin with great intensity and anger, disgust building up within her chest in 
volumes. She was about to let out all the anger she had been building up dealing 
with Justin for the last month or so now, her threshold having just about been 
reached when Justin said one simple sentence that put her in place. Or at the very 
least it distracted her long enough that she was able to get a hold of her emotions. 
“So you’re resulting to thievery now, Benedict? | thought you were better than this.” 


“Benedict? You mean...?” 


“Yes. THAT Benedict.” Justin remarked with irritation as he crossed his arms glaring 
at the older man. That day Benedict had handed him off the letter, he had 
sunglasses on as well as a suit that was much too big to fit his body; all things done 
to stop Justin from identifying his features and by extension him. And the voice, 


well, Benedict always was good at imitating voices. It was only seeing him now in 
some more fitting clothes that Justin recognized him. And boy was he beating 
himself up for not having noticed him earlier. At first he seemed a little caught off 
guard that the two had been able to find him, but eventually he just smiled back, 
clapping slightly as Justin stared him down with great intensity. “Why are you doing 
this? You’re retired; don’t you have anything better to do than steal childhood 
trinkets and pictures?” Justin continued with annoyance. 


“| didn’t steal the picture, | already had a copy from when they cleared out your 
father’s office.” Benedict tried to justify slightly. “As for why... well, for you simply 
because you needed to know the truth... And miss Shirogane... Well I’m sure your 
grandfather will be happy to explain when he returns home later tonight.” Benedict 
bowed slightly to Naoto. She was needless to say very confused. First Benedict was 
in on this, and now her own grandpa... What in god’s name was going on here, and 
WHY were they doing this? Justin was less than pleased with that explanation 
though. 


“Have you ever considered just WRITING me or something? These games were 
completely ridiculous and unnecessary. What was the point to ANY of this?” Justin 
continued with exasperated annoyance. This was all unneeded and a waste of time. 
He expected an actual explanation now, or god help him he was going to get his 
answer through force. He always thought Benedict was a good cop; his faith in that 
was very gradually being shaken as he spoke with him here today. Benedict took a 
quick glance over his shoulder, an almost cautionary movement as he scanned the 
world around him for anything that seemed out of place. Or perhaps anything in 
specific. 


“| can’t tell you what happened directly. I’m putting myself at risk just getting in 
contact with you here; if | told you the whole truth of the matter, your father would 
kill me. I’ve given you all the clues | can... It’s up to you to solve the mystery for 
yourself.” Benedict whispered for some inexplicable reason. Justin just passed him a 
look as though he were crazy though. First of all, what was so bad that his father 
would kill him if he ever found out, and secondly... why did Benedict care? | mean, 
he got they were good friends; but if this was that important, | don’t think Benedict 
should have any fear about spreading the news now that his father was gone. 


“Yeah, well | don’t think you need to worry about what my father thinks, what with 
him being DEAD and all.” Justin rolled his eyes with annoyance. Benedict again 
turned around to look about him, scanning the area. Justin by now was getting a 
little annoyed with his apparent paranoia. He was talking to Justin, he could stop 
acting like anyone gave a damn what he had to say. “Why the hell do you keep 
doing that?” Justin questioned, just about fed up with all of this. He wanted a 
legitimate explanation and he wanted it now; not this bullshit that Benedict insisted 
on- 


“...Your father is still alive, Justin.” 


“,.What?” Okay. So that was not exactly what Justin expected; hell, he never 
thought anyone would say that to him. Which is probably why he didn’t believe 
Benedict in the slightest. He was sick of the lies. If Benedict was going to keep lying 
right to his face; if he was going to keep toying around with such a sensitive topic 
for Justin; then this was over. He wouldn’t stand here and listen to lies. Benedict 
could go fuck himself if he thought this was all just a joke to him. Benedict bit his lip 
for a moment before leaning in a bit, as if to whisper solely to Justin. 


“I've already said too much. You just need to be careful out there. Your father is-“ 


“Enough!” Justin cut Benedict off. That was it. He had enough. “Enough of this! How 
dare you make a mockery of my father’s death. | have never hated anyone in my 
life more than my father, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to sit here and listen you 
tell lies and bullshit about my dad... Don’t you show your face around me again you 
piece of shit.” Justin ordered, his finger right up in Benedict’s face before he turned 
around to leave. “Come on, we’re leaving.” Justin barked at Naoto as he started to 
walk away.” 


“ B-But-“ 


“| said let’s go.” Justin immediately shot her a death glare, growling deep and 
angrily under his breath. Naoto bit her bottom lip, passing a quick glance back and 
forth between him and Benedict, the latter of which just seemed completely 
flabbergasted. She couldn’t just leave their culprit behind like this could they? And... 
What if he was telling the truth? He didn’t look like he was lying, even if Naoto 
couldn’t say for certain. Still... Justin was pretty angry about this, and she knew as 
well as anyone getting on Justin’s bad side was a bad idea. She just sighed a bit 
before slowly following in Justin’s wake, leaving behind the very astonished 
Benedict at the shrine; not a peep more between the two parties. Naoto didn’t even 
better taking her knife back from the man. Perhaps because she didn’t need it, 
perhaps because she was just too confused. It took her a moment before she was 
able to catch up with Justin, his fists balled up with pure fury. 


“Justin-senpai... D-Don’t you think we should at least hear what he has to sa-“ 


“Oh don’t you fucking start.” Justin turned back around, still very visibly infuriated. 
At everything, at everyone. He didn’t like Naoto as it was without her trying to side 
with a liar and a clown. God, to think he used to trust that guy; and then he turns 
around and tries to stamped all over his father’s death like it were all just some joke 
to him. Justin didn’t get why he cared what people thought about his father in 
death; he just did. | guess part of him still loved his father, even after all he had 
done; and that was the part that was pissed off at all the lies and fairy tales. “I don’t 
know if anyone’s ever talked about your father like that, but it’s not cool. You don’t 
shit all over a dead man’s grave like th-“ 


And suddenly, before Justin could finish his sentence; a loud bang echoed through 
the streets. Naoto jumped a bit, though Justin was just a little confused as to what 
made that noise. “What was that noise?” Naoto questioned timidly as she turned 
about to try and pinpoint where the sound came from. Justin just shook his head 
with annoyance though before turning back around. 


“Someone probably just dropped a refrigerator or something. Come on.” 


“You're... uh... father, huh?” 


There was a very awkward silence that filled the room as Justin recapped that 
evening. And why wouldn’t it have been? Finding out that one’s allegedly deceased 
father of three years had actually been alive the whole while, leaving him alone to 
fend for himself in a country that wasn’t his own... Well... You’d be mighty pissed 
yourself in Justin’s position. Justin just glared at the detective a bit, leaning back in 
his chair as he crossed his arms. He had a stern, almost disappointed expression on 
his face as he stared into the interrogator’s eyes. 


“Yes. Imagine my surprise when | found out that my father’s actually been alive all 
this time. You know... my father was and is an asshole, but even that’s better than 
living all by yourself in some fucking foreign country.” Justin recapped with great 
irritation; as if he had never been angrier in all his life. His father was a sadistic 
douche bag that would probably never be happy until Justin’s blood had been 
spread all across the floor, but even then he did take care of him. Justin would 
rather have an abusive father than no father at all... and he took that right away 
from him. He was the biggest scumbag in the world. And Justin hated him with all 
his heart. The interrogator coughed slightly, as if clearing his throat a bit, though he 
did remain silent for a moment after that. It was maybe a minute or two of quiet 
before he eventually sighed and spoke up. 


“.,.Look... | had a very good reason for sending you off like that, it was for your own 
good.” The interrogator finally spoke up, though what he had hoped would be a one 
on one talk with his son had immediately transitioned into a blind fit of rage out of 
Justin. His father had all the time in the world to talk to Justin, and instead he 
decided to talk to the bottle. No, Justin was done listening to this fuck; he had been 
for a long time. 


“My own good!? I’m sorry, was coming home wasted every night for my own good? 
Was throwing glass bottles at me for my own good!? You don’t give a SHIT what’s 
good for me; you never have!” Justin shouted with anger, leaning across the table 
to stare his father in the eye. His dad just stared back with this blank expression on 


his face. Not sadness, not regret, not remorse. Nothing. He didn’t care. He never 
cared. Justin took a couple of deep breaths, trying to regain his voice after shouting 
like a maniac for the last fifteen seconds or so. “You... are not... my father.” Justin 
growled as he fell back in his chair. He wanted nothing to do with the fuckhole 
sitting in front of him. He was nothing like that man. He wouldn’t be like that man. 
His father sighed for a moment. 


“...Perhaps we should just call it a day.” The interrogator remarked before pressing 
a buzzer under his desk to signify that the session was over, allowing the rookies to 
take Justin back to his cell. They were pretty prompt about it too; perhaps hearing 
Justin shout from a few rooms away or so. Justin just shook his head as they 
marched in to carry him away. He wasn’t surprised that his father would just have 
him dragged off when he called him out on his bullshit. 


“Yeah, just keep running from your problems as always.” Justin spat at the 
interrogator before the rookies grabbed Justin by his arms and escorted him out of 
the room. All the while his father didn’t even look at him; he just kept his eyes 
focused on the wooden desk in front of him. Justin couldn’t say he was surprised 
that he would cower in his shell like the coward he was. Always too afraid to face his 
problems head on... That was probably why he turned to the booze in the first 
place. Not that it mattered. None of this mattered. By the time the night was over, 
there was only two things Justin would remember in the morning... The look on his 
father’s face when Justin called him on his bullshit... and the buzzing of an intercom 
as he was dragged out of the room. 


“Detective Tylor? That detective from earlier is trying to get access to your son’s 
cell again.” 


“Tell him for the last time access is prohibited. And if he comes back around again | 
will have the both of them tried for obstruction of justice.” 


“Yes sir.” 


